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of the flock the sun himself emerges, only to draw down on    CHAP, himself another savage attack from the madly rusliing storm- ^_.P*:_. cloud.   Polyph&nos has been smitten., and as  on the discomfiture of Vritra, or the Sphinx, or the Pythian dragon, the mighty waters burst forth, and the ship of Odysseus is well-nigh overwhelmed in the sea.
The incidents which, follow the departure of- Odysseus Odysseus from the island of Aiolos are a picture of a violent gale ^log followed by profound calm. Aiolos himself gives to Odysseus a bag containing all the winds, from which he might let out the Zephyr to waffc him on his way. As he sleeps, his comrades bewail the evil fate which, sends them home empty-handed while Odysseus has received from the king of the winds vast treasures which would enrich them all. This notion impels them to open the bag, and all the winds of heaven burst forth in wild fury, and carry them back to Aiolia, whence the king drives them away as being under the curse of the gods, and says that henceforth he will not help them more. At once Odysseus is made to relate how his men were now tired out with rowing day and night, because there was not a breath of air to speed them on their voyage.
In the city of the Laistrygonians, Lamos, a name con- The nected with the Greek Lamuroi and the Latin Lemures, we see simply the awful caves in which the Vritra hides away the stolen cattle of Indra. It is hard by the confines of Day and Mght, and round it rise the rocks sheer and smooth from the sea, while two promontories leave a narrow entrance for ships. Within it there is neither wave nor wind, but an awful stillness broken only by the dull sound when
Shepherd calls to shepherd, entering through The portals, and the other makes answer due,1
like thunder-clouds greeting each other with their mysterious voices. No cheering sight, however, meets the eye; and when the men of Odysseus are led by the daughter of Antiphates the chief into his palace, they gaze with horror at his wife, who stands before them huge as a rock. By
1 Worsley, Odyssey, i. 234. VOL. II.                                       TS